THE NOVEL-ADDICT'S
CUPBOARD
"'OTHER PEOPLE'S HOBBIES," AS ONE BOOK-COLLECTOR HAS
remarked, "are always ridiculous," so I will do no more than
say that about two years ago the printed words " Second edition,
second issue, seventh thousand, first published in ... reprinted
in ..." suddenly became to me the most horrible stains and
blots on a book imaginable. And cheap editions, travellers'
libraries, anti-travellers' libraries; ghastly! There is some point
in collecting ancient first editions, for in the seventeenth and
eighteenth centuries they differed often very considerably from
succeeding texts, and were, also, lovely objects. But I collect
modern ones, the seveii-and-sixpenny poisons. They tore
cheaper and one has the pleasure of backing one's judgment,
generally wrongly, against the whole weight of middlebrow,
sentimental, childhood-loving, and pedantic opinion repre-
sented by booksellers' catalogues. I still do not collect books
unless I think I shall enjoy reading them, but I do not expect
that phase to last. Reading, in book-collectors, is replaced by
a kind of fidgeting motion, balancing the book in the left hand,
opening it and shutting it with the right, and exclaiming "But
that's not really his first book at all, you know," or some other
holy rubric. But as a good many of my books are novels, it
may be of interest to recall a few in the hope of suggesting some
new titles for the novel-addict or reminding him of some old
ones. Incidentally, it will be proof that there was once a time
when I enjoyed fiction. Where the authors are American, I try-
to get the American editions, as the English are so often
altered, but there is no book I am going to mention that is not
in some form cheaply and easily procurable. I can't afford
South Wind, The Way of All Flesh, Human Bondage,-or the
Old Wives' Tale, so you must imagine them filling shadowy
blanks to begin with, and there are some publishers whom
I refuse to collect, because all their novels look exactly alike,
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